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Fireworks 


Author's Notes: 
Sharja fluff 


Grimacing slightly, Tarja finished the vodka in her plastic cup. She hated the taste of it, but she took it 
straight, anyway. She inhaled and exhaled slowly, counting the seconds under her breath. 

"Six .. seven ... eight .." 

She stared blankly at the white trimming on the kitchen walls, oblivious to the loud music that streamed 
through enormous speakers and the people around her all either singing along to the music, talking, drinking, 
laughing, dancing, and some smoking. All Tarja could focus on was her slow breaths. 

"Nineteen .. twenty .. twenty-one ..” 

Tarja looked out the window, a sense of relief filling her. Still, she couldn't dare to get her hopes up. But it had 
been thirty seconds .. 

Slowly, she let out another breath, her stomach unclenching. A faint smile appeared on her face before - 
Boom. Crackle, 

Suddenly Tarja stiffened, and clenched her eyes shut, her hands forming fists and crushing the plastic cup in 


her right one. Her heartbeat began to sprint and nausea stirred in her stomach as the fireworks kept on 


exploding outside. 

Boom. Boom. Boom. 

Tarja could feel tears welling on the inside on her eyelids. She had always hated fireworks, ever since that she 
was a kid. When she was little, every time that she heard them, she would immediately burst into tears. When 
she was thirteen, she slowly started to get over her fear, but when her older brother had gone to war and 
had been killed by a buried bomb shell, Tarja all her fear returned to her. Fireworks always reminded her of 
the bomb that killed Timo. Which was why she hated New Year's so much. But when she had received an 
invitation to a New Year's party, she had gladly accepted, hoping that maybe the music, and alcohol would block 
out the explosions. But much to her displeasure and fear, they didn't. 

Tarja slowly peeled her eyes open as quiet returned from outside. She slowly unclenched her hands and tried to 
calm her racing heartbeat. 

"Could | get you another drink?" 

Tarja looked up in surprise, only for her eyes to meet the chocolate ones of a young woman who stood before 
her with a smile on her lips. Brown locks curled around her soft shoulders and her slim body was clad in black 
leather and combat boots. She looked so out of place among the neons and metallics that seemed to be the 
norm at this party. 

Tarja could feel her cheeks heating up as she looked that the woman in front of her. She could barely manage 
a smile and nod. "Yes, please." 

The woman grinned and disappeared into the crowd, reappearing a moment later with a plastic cup in either 
hand. She plopped herself down next to Tarja and handed her one of the drinks. 

Tarja smiled gratefully at her. "Thanks." 

"No problem. I'm Sharon by the way," the woman held out her hand and Tarja shook it. 

"Tarja." 

"You enjoying the party?" Sharon asked, taking a sip of the rum inside of her cup. 

Tarja shrugged. "I'd enjoy it more if | was more drunk," she said, also taking a swig. 

Sharon laughed, a joyful sound that calmed Tarja for a moment. "All of us would, | think” 

Tarja grinned at her. "I don't think that it's even taken me this long to get drunk I've had, what, four drinks 
already? Maybe five? And I'm still as sober as -" 

Boom. 

Instantly Tarja blanched, all the calm that Sharon had brought with her gone. Her nausea returned and she 
took off, her feet carrying her upstairs. She could hear Sharon calling her back, but she didn't care. She flung 
open the first door that she saw, only to be confronted with the sight of a couple kissing furiously, both of 
them half naked. Tarja slammed the door shut, feeling even worse, and ran into the next room, which so 
happened to be the master bedroom. She ran over to the bed and burrowed herself in the covers, and a sob 
escaped her mouth as she clutched the duvet for comfort. 

Boom. Boom. 

"Stop!" Tarja screamed. 

"Tarja?" 

Tarja rolled over, and through her tears, she could see Sharon standing in the doorway. 

"No ." Tarja said, turning away. 

She could hear Sharon's light footsteps walking over to her. She could feel her weight press down on the 
mattress as the Dutch woman sat down beside Tarja. A soft hand was placed on the skin that lay exposed on 
Tarja's back. A silence passed between them, broken only by Tarja's crying. 


Then Sharon spoke. "You know, when I'm distressed, | usually sing or listen to some calming music. It usually 
helps me to calm down" 
Tarja didn't say anything. 


Without waiting for a response, Sharon began. 


"Where are the heroes 

h my time of need? 

ks my cry not loud enough 

Or have they gone all numb?" 


Tarja quietened. Sharon's voice was clear, soft, and had a beauty to rival with the one of her physical 


appearance. 


"They just tend to stand 
Out of the rain, 

Thinking, but not acting 
That they're not to blame." 


Sharon's hand caressed Tarja's back soothingly as the fireworks continued. Tarja bit her lip, trying to focus 
only on Sharon's voice and touch. 


‘Falling and crawling, 
A fight to stand up. 
Memory still haunts me 
h the dead of night. 


Over and over, 
/ felt so small 
But one day Hil be stronger 
And you better watch out." 


The fireworks paused momentarily, and Tarja began to relax and instantly found it easier to focus on Sharon. 


Sharon could feel how Tarja relaxed, but she continued still. 


"| will overcome 

Your violence, their silence, although it can’t be undone. 
/ will overcome 

Knowing that Im not the only one. 

/ will overcome 


Its the only way to carry on 


Where are the saviors? 


Afraid of the toll 


Sorry, do my nine inch nails 


Slash your soul?" 
Tarja's breaths started to calm and she closed her eyes against the world, allowing herself a small smile. 


"Such heroes, 
Throwing stones 
Straight at the one 
Who is standing alone. 


Twisting and turning, 
Its always the same. 
Truth is never honest 


When youre to blame." 


Tarja rolled over to face Sharon, who smiled as her through the calming melody of the song. Tarja reached out 


and Sharon took her trembling hand in her free one. 


‘Pushing and pulling, 
Never give in 
One day | wish you'll see 


Youre not so beautiful within 


/ will overcome 

Your violence, their silence, although it can’t be undone. 
/ will overcome 

Knowing that Im not the only one. 

/ will overcome 


Its the only way to carry on 


Fireworks once again filled the air outside, but Tarja didn't react. She couldn't. Sharon prevented all that. Tarja 


felt a shiver run down her spine as Sharon's voice hit the clarion high notes of the song's bridge with ease. 


"Run and run .. 


Run and run... 


/ will overcome 

Your violence, their silence, although it can’t be undone. 
/ will overcome 

Knowing that Im not the only one. 

/ will overcome 

Its the only way to carry on 


| will overcome." 


A silence filled the room as the song ceased. Tarja closed her eyes again as Sharon continued to stroke the 
small of her back. Suddenly Tarja sat up abruptly as the unmistakeable countdown reached her ears. She could 
hear everyone downstairs joining in 

"Six! Five! Four!" 

Sharon looked at Tarja, a smile upon her lips. Shakily, Tarja returned it, dreading the fireworks that would 
inevitably sound at the end. 

"Three! Two! One! HAPPY NEW YEAR!" 

Tarja didn't have a moment to even breathe before the explosions started She launched herself into Sharon's 
torso, shaking so hard that it almost hurt. 

"Tarja," Sharon spoke, peeling herself off of the Finn. 

Tarja looked up at her, about to apologize. She had just opened her mouth when Sharon leaned forward and 
kissed her lips gently. Tarja immediately responded as a thousand different sensations and colours exploded 
within her. Every noise seemed to dim around her as she closed her eyes, feeling both as if she was melting 
and growing strong at the same time. Then Sharon pulled away, a soft smile upon her lips. 

"Happy New Year," the two women said in unison before leaning in again. Tarja could find only one thought that 
surfaced through the euphoric haze that Sharon placed her in. 

/ love New Years 


